HITLER  AND   I

Black Guards, but you won't catch me, I said to
myself.

Mr, Frank arrived.

cCome up to my room, my dear fellow/ he said.

With rny hand in the pocket in which I kept my
revolver, I followed him into a luxurious hotel bed-
room.

We started talking about Germany.

'The situation is critical,' I said. 'A second revolu-
tion is in the offing.'

'We shall have some surprises before the end of the
month,' Frank remarked. 'Germany will have a
blood-bath the like of which the world has never seen.'

'Really, Mr. Frank,' I said. 'Was it your patron who
told you that?'

Mr. Frank looked uncomfortable.

'He hasn't corne yet. In the meantime is there any-
thing I can offer you? A bath or a glass of cham-
pagne?'

'No, thank you, Mr. Frank,' I said, laughing. 'If
only I were sure you were an agent of the Gestapo, and
if only I were not afraid of complications with the
British Embassy, Td shoot you dead on the spot with
this revolver/

Mr. Frank grew very pale.

'Herr Strasser,' he said, 'your sense of humour is
rather difficult for an Englishman to understand.9
There was a short silence.

* Will you excuse zne for a moment while I telephone?3
he said.

174